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Summary:
Before the two can leave their parents home, Ashley gets quite the transgressive idea for the two.

Work Text:
“What?” Andrew spoke, staring at what came out of his dear sister’s mouth.

”I said- how about we test out those ropes they were keeping? Didn’t you see those crazy marks on Dad’s wrists?! I’m sure you’d get a kick out of..” She smirked. “..restraining me~”

Andrew gulped. She held the ropes in her hands, bloody too..disgusting. What made things worse was that he faintly felt his cock press against his boxers. No. Don’t stoop to her level, he thought.

But her voice was so..alluring. Her eyes had such a unimaginable hint of lust, her body was ready for him! To think she could still get horny after all that glorious blood and homicide. 

“C’mon. Be a good boy for me! You love your little sister so much, don’t you?” She beamed.

”It’s not right. I’ve killed people, you think it’d do anything right for my moral compass? Do you even fucking hear yourself, or the bullshit you spit out?"

She grimaced. “We killed our fucking parents, and have summoned demons. Matter o’ fact, I killed our parents! It’s not like you did! I did it for you!”

He shook his head, simply crossing his arms. "No. Unless you want me to waltz around telling people my sister tried screwing me."

She could feel herself fuming up, sexually and emotionally. "Andy, can't you do this for me? For us? I've felt tension all this time with you, especially in our old apartment. All alone with me, no one to reprimand you for your little thought crimes..maybe we could have done it sooner, huh?" She walked up to him, her hand softly caressing his cheek. And her other hand trailing down his chest to his groin, letting out a shaky breath as she felt his dick poke more at the palm of her hand.

"St..Stop." He hung his head down, furrowing his eyebrows at her. "No. You need this. Don't question it. You can do anything you want, as long as its with me. Don't think about Mom, Dad, or any of those fucking whores you used to mess around with. I'm the only girl who deserves to stay in your life."

"I would question how someone could come to an conclusion. You never got to know any of the people I used to be interested into, why do you get to have such a damn opinion?"

"They never tried calling you!! Who stayed? Me! ME!" She shouted. "Now just do it. Do it, before I do something bad." Ashley pouted at him, who seemed to have been starting to fold. She fluttered her eyelashes in excitement at his facial expression twisting, shifting from anger..then to worry- then his fingers stringed around her waist. She shivered feeling his breaths increasing, and feeling his waist needlessly grind up against hers. "What would you do, anyways? Kill yourself?"

"Maybe. I still have that gun. I could have blown my brains out in front of you."

"You're such a skank." He muttered. The corruption began with the mouth. He leaned into her, pressing his lips against her plump and sweet ones. He laid many quick kisses, his arms now wrapping around her torso while he kept attempting to get even closer to her. It was impossible, but at the same time, she wished that it was. To sink directly inside of her, becoming a grotesque display of flesh and bone. The thought was making her vagina ache more.

They stood in the basement, which reeked heavily of blood. She pushed him on the bed, lapping up the saliva on her mouth. A dark look washed over her face, and she got ready to wrap her lovers hands together. As she went to, her hands were grabbed by Andrew's, taken aback by his sudden grasp. "You're not doing that to me. I'm on top."

"Wh..what? I thought..no!" She whined. "I wanna be on top!"

"You can do anything you want, as long as it's with me." He grinned as he repeated what his sister said. He flipped her over, slamming her back down on the bed and quickly tying her wrists together behind her back really tight, just enough to leave bruises. She squirmed, constantly whimpering at Andrew to incite guilt for not giving her what she wanted after basically lying to him for the sake of pure selfishness, and it didn't work. It actually scared her but Andrew couldn't care. She teased him too much for him to stop for anything!

He smiled widely, the same darkness that Ashley had prior. He pulled down her black shirt to reveal her breasts, her black bra hiding her nipples. He slid his fingers under it and sighed in relief as he squished her tits, staring at her as her face twisted up. Her eyes were shut and her cheeks were as red as a pepper.

"A-Andy.." She whined. He huffed. "Don't call me that while we're doing this."

"I can when we're not then?" She smiled. Ashley squealed as he pinched her nips, moaning profusely. He rolled his eyes, she couldn't have been getting off to this that much. But she earnestly was. After he unhooked and threw her bra to the ground, he made sure to roll down her shorts to her ankles and then to flip her over (again) so now, she would lay on her stomach. She attempted sit up but Andrew kept her down with his hand, slipping off his pants. His dick was wet, seeing the precum already trailing down from his head.

She raised her eyebrow, "Is this how you tease girls?"

"God, if you keep talking like that I might get soft again." He said, smiling as he heard the loud silence from her. "Good girl. Keep being such a pleasure, if you would dare to."

He eventually pulled the last of what covered her body down, leaving her head to toe naked if you didn't count the choker around her neck as clothing. He hoisted her ass up in the air, using his hands to spread her ass, and his thumbs to spread her pussy. He could feel the hotness radiating from her cunt, and he couldn't keep stalling the act anymore. He was really going to plow his sister. 

And he began to, embarrassingly fast. He entered inside of her, groaning in unison with her while he sat in there for a moment, taking in her tightness. Of course she was a virgin, seeing how tears were already pricking at the corners of her eyes. It hurt like a bitch and she tried to take him as best as she could. Her pussy was small and his cock was huge, it stretched her silly and forced her into a haze when he started plunging it in faster.

By instinct, she wanted to grab something to hold on to. Like the bedsheets, or the pillow, but she remembered she was tied up. She growled, this was one of the many reasons why she didn't want to be the one walking out with purple rings around her wrists. She liked the thought of having so much control over Andy, and she never thought to let him take over like this. 

She knew he was enjoying himself, though. She moaned and arched her back while Andrew practically bullied her vagina, forgetting all about the past frustrations he had with her and channeling it in each thrust. Her sopping wet folds coated Andrew's shaft with fluid, allowing him to slip it in and out with ease. Ashley felt a mixture of pain and pleasure, and she enjoyed how it engulfed her.

She craved Andrew, and she craved for him to pry open her womb and force himself into her like this deep down. She loved his violence and the way he had plummeted into degeneracy just like her. A sound wet slapping noise soon filled the basement and their obscene moaning as well. Most of the moaning came from Ashley's mouth, Andrew only grunting and breathing like a pig. Months without anything but his hands, his imagination and the same naughty magazine he hid away from Ashley had put him in some sort of heat. He kept it away, focusing his mind on him and Ashley getting out of quarantine instead of how badly he wanted a girl to get his dick wet.

Each thrust hit her harder and harder, feeling it coarse through her body with every rough penetration. Her boobs felt sore, and her ass was burning. Andrew groped every inch of her skin. He grabbed and fondled with her ass, giving it a backhanded slap occasionally, sighing longingly as he heard the noises it forced Ashley to make. He became weaned on her touch and her voice, he fell weak when it came to her manipulation. He didn't want to admit that he began enjoying how bitter and possessive she was over him.

"A-Andy! Andy!" She moaned. "Andy! Don't stop, please!!" Ashley's waist had jittered, and jerked while she came to a lengthy orgasm, sensitive to touch now that she experienced one of the first climaxes she had came to in a while. He leaned over, wrapping his arm around her neck and continuing to pump himself inside of her. His arm slung around her neck tightly, almost choking her- and he sunk his teeth into the skin that was left exposed on her shoulder as if he was a feral animal. He gasped and whined as he shot his semen in her, slowing down and catching his breath while he emptied his balls. Ashley began to cry once it ended, his cum trailing down her shaky legs.

There was silence. He cleared his throat, untying Ashley and rushing upstairs. Ashley barely had the chance to say anything, sniffling from all the overstimulation. She didn't try to clean herself up, throwing her clothes back on before running up after Andrew. She caught sight of him standing in front of the front door, walking up behind him slowly, and hugging him from behind. He did not verbally react to her, only exhaling deeply and looking over his shoulder. The clarity hit him hard. The guilt really started eating at him from the inside.

"I really loved that." She smiled widely. "You're so good at fucking me, Andy.."

"You're..choleric. I.." 

Ashley shushed him. "Don't talk about it. Keep it inside. Let it eat you alive."

"What, exactly?" He droned.

"My undying love for you. No one would lick your wounds the way I do. And you know that. I know other things, I know you feel like you did something wrong. You did something awful." She rubbed his chest. "And no one will ever forgive you for it. Your need for me is disgusting and disruptive. I'm the only person who will never judge you for it. You get me?"

"Why do you have to be like this? I don't like you at all, Ley- I mean, Ashley. What the fuck are you doing to me? You're gross."

Ashley hummed, he could sense the smug look on her face without having to glance at her. "You don't like me right now, but you still love me."

"I want to fucking tear you apart."

"But..?"

Andrew sighed. "But if I do, I'll be alone. I just hated that you called me some other guys name when we were..y'know."

"Fucking? Yeah, but you're Andy, and I'm Leyley. This would so be called..Andy and Leyley's salacious adventure!!" She giggled, being pushed away by Andrew as he coldly left the house, trashbag in hand while she trailed in behind him.